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PROGRAM
I.
“Domine Deus” from Gloria, RV 589

Antonio Vivaldi

(1678—1741)

“Ständchen” from Schwanengesang

II.

“In der Fremde” from Liederkreis

Franz Schubert
(1797—1828)
Robert Schumann
(1810—1856)

“Allerseelen” Opus 10, no. 8

Richard Strauss
(1864—1949)

III.
La bonne chanson:
1. “Une sainte en son auréole”

Gabriel Fauré

2. “Puisque l’aube grandit”

(1845—1924)

3. “La lune blanche luit dans les bois”
IV.
“Goodnight Moon”

Eric Whitacre
(b. 1970)

This recital is partial fulfillment of the degree Bachelor of Music in Music Education.
Sydnee Goode studies Voice with Nathan Munson.

PROGRAM NOTES
“Domine Deus” from Gloria, RV 589 (1715)

Antonio Vivaldi, born on March 4, 1678 in Venice, Italy, was an Italian composer and
violinist who was known for his musical impact during the Baroque era. His father, a professional
violinist, taught him how to play and he soon became master at his craft. At the age of 25, Vivaldi
was given the role of master of violin at the Ospedale della Pietà in Venice and was promoted
to music director in 1716. He is known for his major work, The Four Seasons, as this marked a
shift in the artistry during the time period. Vivaldi died on July 28th, 1741 in Vienna, Austria. This
aria comes from Vivaldi’s Gloria, a sacred work for orchestra, chorus, and soloists.

Dómine Deus,
Rex coelestis,
Déus Páter omnípotens.

Lord God,
King heavenly,
God the-Father omnipotent.

Ständchen (1826)
Franz Peter Schubert, born January 31, 1797, was an Austrian composer who is best
known for bridging the two compositional styles of Classical and Romantic-era music. Between
1813 and 1815, he wrote five string quartets, three masses, and three symphonies. However, he
is currently known best for his German art song (Lieder) compositions. Though Schubert died at
a relatively young age, in 1828, he had composed over five-hundred Lieder, many of which are
still performed in recitals across the globe. “Ständchen,” a peaceful serenade, is taken from the
song cycle Schwanengesang. This simple yet effective song was published after Schubert’s death
and is considered by some musicologists to be his last testament.

Leise flehen meine Lieder

My songs fly softly

Durch die Nacht zu dir;

through the night to you;

In den stillen Hain hernieder,

down in the quiet grove,

Liebchen, komm zu mir!

Sweetheart, come to me!

Flüsternd schlanke Wipfel rauschen
In des Mondes Licht;
Des Verräters feindlich Lauschen
Fürchte, Holde, nicht.
Hörst die Nachtigallen schlagen
Ach! sie flehen dich,
Mit der Töne süßen Klagen
Flehen sie für mich.

Whispering, slender tree-tops rustle
in the moon’s light;
the hostile betrayer is listening
Do not fear, my lovely.
Do-you-hear the nightingales’ call?
Ah, they are-imploring you,
with the tones of-sweet lamentation
They-plead to you for me

Sie verstehn des Busens Sehnen,
Kennen Liebesschmerz,
Rühren mit den Silbertönen
Jedes weiche Herz.
Lass auch dir die Brust bewegen,
Liebchen, höre mich!
Bebend harr’ ich dir entgegen!
Komm, beglücke mich!

They understand the heart’s longing,
they-know love’s-pain,
they-touch with (their) silver-tones
every soft heart
Allow your heart to be moved,
Sweetheart, hear me!
Trembling, I await you!
Come, make me happy!

In der Fremde (1840)

Robert Schumann, born on June 8th, 1810, was a German composer known for his Lieder,
piano music, and orchestral music. In 1840, he composed nearly all of his renowned music: the
cycles Myrthen (Myrtles), Dichterliebe (Poet’s Love), and Frauenliebe und Leben (Woman’s Love
and Life). “In der Fremde” is the title of two distinct songs in the collection Liederkreis, which
was composed in May and June 1840 on texts by Joseph von Eichendorff. This melancholy verse
is sung by someone who feels alone and realizes that they will be completely forgotten in a
matter of time.

Aus der Heimat hinter den Blitzen rot
Da kommen die Wolken her,
Aber Vater und Mutter sind lange tot,
Es kennt mich dort keiner mehr.
Wie bald, ach

From the homeland, behind the red lightning,
there come the clouds here,
but father and mother are long dead;
And no one knows me anymore.
How soon, ah

Wie bald kommt die stille Zeit,

How soon comes the quiet time

Da ruhe ich auch, und über mir

Then I also rest, and over me

Rauscht die schöne Waldeinsamkeit,

Rustles the beautiful forest-solitude

Und keiner kennt mich mehr hier.

And no one here knows me anymore.

Und keiner kennt mich mehr hier.

And no one here knows me anymore.

Allerseelen (1885)

Richard Georg Strauss, born June 11, 1864, was a German composer who was known for
his Romantic compositions and his symphonic poems and operas that have continued to be
included in today’s standard repertoire. His first symphonic poem, Don Juan, made his passion
for this craft, his natural gift, and instrumental mastery fully apparent. Allerseelen, or All Souls
Day, is a day for people to remember their dead loved ones. During this traditional holiday,
which occurs on November 2nd, family members will place small lamps or candles on the graves
of loved ones. This song is about a lover reminiscing on a past love affair. The captivating
melodies and harmonies in the song set the scene for the speaker’s memories.

Stell’ auf den Tisch
Die duftenden Reseden,
Die letzten roten Astern trag’ herbei,
Und lass uns wieder von der Liebe reden,

Place on the table
The fragrant mignonettes
Bring in the last red asters
And let us speak of love again

Wie einst im Mai.

As once in May.

Gib mir die Hand,

Give me your hand,

Dass ich sie heimlich drücke
Und wenn man’s sieht,
Mir ist es einerlei,
Gib mir nur einen deiner sußen Blicke,
Wie einst in Mai.
Es blüht und duftet

That I it secretly may press,
And if someone sees,
To me, it is all the same,
Give me just one of your sweet glances
As once in May.
It is blooming and is fragrant,

Heut auf jedem Grabe,
Ein Tag im Jahr ist ja en Toten frei,
Komm an mein Herz,
Dass ich weider habe,
Wie einst im Mai.

Today on every grave,
For one day in the year are the dead set free
Come to my heart
That I may have you again,
As once in May.

La bonne chanson (1892—94)

Gabriel Fauré, born on May 12, 1845, was a French composer whose compositions
helped redefine modern French music. A striking feature of his music was the use of harmonic
progressions and unanticipated modulations. His best known works include his Requiem,
Pavane, and nocturnes for piano. The songs performed today are the first three pieces from his
song cycle La Bonne Chanson, which was created from 1891 to 1892. La Bonne Chanson, one
of his most advanced compositions, used poems by Verlaine. Although the poems were written
in a troubling and miserable context, Fauré chose to write the cycle in a joyous context.
Musicologists believe that the soprano to whom this cycle was dedicated was also Fauré’s lover.

“Une sainte en son auréole”

Une Sainte en son auréole,

A Saint in her halo,

Une Châtelaine en sa tour,

A Lady in her tower,

Tout ce que comptine ta parole
De grâce et d’amour;
La note d’or que fait entendre
Le cor dans les lointains des bois,
Mariée à la fierté tendre
Des nobles Dames d’autrefois;
Avec cela le charme insigne
D’un frais sourire triomphant
Éclos dans des candeurs de cygne

All that which is contained by the word
Of grace and love;
The golden note of a horn
Heard in a distant wood.
Joined with the tender pride
Of noble ladies from long ago;
With that, the rare charm
Of a sweet triumphant smile
Flowering with the innocence of a swan

Et des rougeurs de femme-enfant;

And the blushes of a child bride,

Des aspects nacrés, blancs et roses,

With a pearly appearance, white and pink,

Un doux accord patricien:

A gentle aristocratic harmony:

Je vois, j’entendes toutes ces choses

I see, I hear all these things

Dans son nom Carlovingien.

In her Carolingian name.

“Puisque l’aube grandit”

Puisque l’aube grandit,
Puisque voici l’aurore,
Puisqu’ après m’avoir fui longtemps,
L’espoir veut bien
Revoler devers moi qui l’appelle et l'implore,
Puisque tout ce bonheur
Veut bien être le mien,
Je veux, guidé par vous,
Beaux yeux aux flammes douces,
Par toi conduit,
Ômain où tremblera ma main,
Marcher droit,
Que ce soit par des sentiers de mousses
On que rocs eat caillous
Encombrent le chemin

Since the dawn is breaking,
Since the sunrise is here,
Since having fled from me for a long time
Hope will now
Return to me who calls and implores it
Since all this happiness
Will now be mine
I want, guided by your
Beautiful eyes with gentle flames
Led by you,
Oh hand in which my hand will tremble,
To walk on
Whether it be on mossy paths
Or a road littered
With rocks and pebbles,

Et comme,

And in order

Pour bercer les lenteurs de la route,

To ease the slow moments of the journey

Je chanterai des airs ingénus,

I will sing simple songs,

Je me dis

And will tell myself that,

Qu’elle m’écoutera

That she will listen to me

Sans déplaisir sans doute;

Without displeasure without doubt;

Et vraiment je ne veux pas d’autre Paradis.

And truly I wish for no other paradise.

“La lune blanche luit dans les bois”

La lune blanche
Luit dans les bois;
De chaque branche
Part une voix

The white moon
Shines in the woods;
From each branch
Comes a voice

Sous la ramée

Beneath the boughs

O bien aimée.

Oh my beloved.

L’étang reflète,

The pool reflects,

Profond miroir,

Deep mirror

La silhouette

The silhouette

Du saule noir

Of the black willow

Où le vent pleure
Rêvons, c’est l’heure.
Un vaste et tendre

Where the wind weeps
Let us dream, it is the hour.
A vast and tender

Apaisement
Semble descendre
Du firmament
Que l’astre irise
C’est l’heure exquise.

Appeasement
Seems to descend
From the sky
That the moon illuminates
It is the exquisite hour.

Goodnight Moon (2012)

Eric Whitacre, born on January 2, 1970, is an American composer whose popularity is
derived from his well-known choir pieces and his notable virtual choirs. A graduate of the Juilliard
School of Music, Whitacre has created commissions for BBC Proms, Chanticleer, Royal
Philharmonic Orchestra, and The King’s Singers. Goodnight Moon is a classic children’s book
that is loved and cherished by many generations; the quiet poetry and soothing imagery is
combined to make a perfect piece of literature to end the day. Whitacre knew this and decided
to create a lullaby, “Goodnight Moon”, that keeps the essence of the book.

In the great green room
There was a telephone and a red balloon
And a picture of the cow
Jumping over the moon.
And there were three little bears
Sitting on chairs,
And two little kittens,
And a pair of mittens,
And a little toy house,
And a young mouse,
And a comb and a brush,
And a bowl full of mush,
And a quiet old lady who was whispering

Hush.
Goodnight room,
Goodnight moon,
Goodnight cow
Jumping over the moon,
Goodnight light
And the red balloon,
Goodnight bears,
Goodnight chairs,
Goodnight kittens,
Goodnight mittens,
Goodnight clocks,
And goodnight socks,
Goodnight little house,
Goodnight mouse,
Goodnight comb,
And goodnight brush,
Goodnight nobody,
Goodnight mush,
And goodnight
To the old lady whispering hush.
Goodnight stars,

Goodnight air,
Goodnight noises
Everywhere.
Goodnight, goodnight,
Goodnight noises,
Everywhere.

